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CALEB AND MATILDA; 
AWN AMERICAN TALE. 


About twenty miles from the beautiful village of 
Mid-Gothem, there dwelt in the time of the Amer- 
ican war, Henry M— and Horatio H—, two pow- 
erful civals.. Henry was fighting for the independ- 
ence of America, Horatio to maintain the monarchy 
of Great Britain. Henry had a son named Caleb, 
who commanded a company of about one hundred 
men, and, with his parent, was engaged in the great 
cause of the revolution. John, under the direction 
of his father Horatio, was striving to quell the rising 
spirit of liberty that was breaking forth in America. 
Many were the murders and deeds of horror, that 
were committed in those days ; the peaceful inhab.- 
itawt who woald lic down with pleasant prospects 
before him, would rise no more. The trusty rifle 
was placed by the bed-side, and the report was of- 
ten heard at the still bour of midnight : and these 
“were emphatically styled the times that tried the 
patriot’s soul. 

Yet amid all this struggle, there was one little spot 
where contentment reigned ; where sweet peace 
drove faraway the noise and turmoil of war: it was 
the cottage of Glenswarsixg, situated in a grove of 
poplars. Its inmates were an old lady and her daugh- 
ter. The husband and parent was slain during the 
French war, at the bloody battle with the French 
and Indians near fort Du Quesne, where the cool in- 
trepidity of Washington first showed itself. The old 
lady had passed the meridian of life ; but the daugh- 
ter, like the first rose of May, was just expanding. 
Matilda, though not remarkably handsome, was a 
girl of sweet disposition and engaging manners ; a 
spell huag rouad her which never failed to excite 
the admiration and secur the esteem of all who saw 
her, and something of its magic influence was con- 
nected with every thing she said or dit. 

The landscape from the cottage was sublime and 
beautiful ; the towering hills that rose on the east 
and west, no eye could behold without admiration ; 
to the north and south extended.a pleasant vale—a 
purling brook rose by the door, and beat its serpen- 
tine course through the meadows, till it shot away 
and terminated in a heautiful lake that lay before 
the eye a pure uebroken mirror. 

Caleb and John had been schoolboys together, 
and both had made claimsto the hand of Matilda 
A—. but a decided preference had always been given 
to Caleb, and they had only waited for the report 
of * successful or unsuccessful war to be heard no 
more,” fur the consummation of their wishes. 

Lovers are always hasty ly the protracted length 
of the war, aided by the entreaty of frends, the wed 
ding was at length appomted. This was what John 
had lovg wished for, that he might the more hona- 


ably accomplish h - resolution ander the garh of war. silent grave. 


There way the lurking -pirit of a villain within his 
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day. At the foot of the hill Caleb dismissed his 


company, with the order to collect at the sound of 


his horn, and then walked slowly towards its summit. 
He paused tosurvey the landscape that was tinged 
with the rays of the setting sun, and pleasant ideas 
were mingled with the prospect, that when the earth 


should again be enlivened with the bright majesty of 


day, he should be united to all that would render 
life sweet. 
With such thoughts was his mind occupied when 


MAGAZINE 


WISORLLANY, 


[ Vou. I. New Sr ries-, 


ANECDOTE, 

At the time that Francis J. of France was taken 
prisoner at the battle of Pavia, one of his officers the 
valorous Chevalier Banregard, smitten by the charms 
of an Italian lady, named Aurelia, of a noble fami- 
ly, declared his passion to her. Aurelia, although 
she was flattered by the declaration, refused his 
pretensions on the grounds of the levity of the 
Freoch character and their national indiscretion. 
The extreme violence of the Chevalier’s love urged 


he arrived at the summit of the hill: but, gracious | pin to propose to the lady to put his constancy to 
God ! what an appalling spectacle met his view! | any proof she could think proper. Aurelia accepted 
Instead of the lovely cottage, he could discover | ihe proposition, and engaged to marry him if he would 
nought bat a heap ofruins, and the smoke that yet! consent to remain dumb for six months. The Chev- 
ascended from it, and was borne afong the southern | ajier promised, and from that moment, never open- 
breeze, rose higher and higher, till it mingied witb | eg his lips. He returned to Paris among his friends 


mists of the evening ! 


At the nearest neighbor’s, he found the lifeless|he had brought with him from the army. 


corse of Matilda; and from the mother be learned 
that John and his party had been there, abused the 
old lady, murdered the daughter, and burnt the cot- 
tage; that the inhabitants had collected together, 
and done all that humanity could suggest. 

He grasped his sword, and over the murdered 


body he vowed, that he would perish in the attempt, 
or her murderer should die, and then rushed from 


the house, 


The mother ran to restrain him, but he was far 
away, bending his course up the hill with the ve. 
He stopped not to view the beau- 
ties of the rising sun, that the eveniug before he 
The desire of re- 
venge was visible upon his countenance, as herais. 


locify of the deer. 
had a:ticipated with pleasure, 
ed his born and blew the blast ** shrill and long ;” 


it echoed and re-echoed till the sound was lost be 
hind the western hiils. 





ee 
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His troops were soon around 


and relations, who lamented the singular infirmity 

Baure- 
gard expressed only by signs; the physicians were 
sent for, he refused their assistance. The Captive 
King was at length restored to his people, but his joy 
at his return was lessened by the unfortunate Cheva- 
lier who was honored by the King’s particular friend- 
ship. Francis sent his best doctors to hie favorite, 
who thistime accepted their medicines but to no ef+ 
fect. The King’s attachment went so farasto em- 
ploy even the Charlatans who in his time, as wellas 
present, pretended to possess specifics of all evils. 
He even called in those who dealt in charms, but 
to no purpose. All the court were hopeless of his 
cure, when a file Sorin telier presented herself, 
and wrote to the King that she would undertake 
the restoration of the Chevalier to his speech, Be- 
ing sent for, she was introduced to Bauregard, when 
she addressed him by the word —speak /’ Bauregard 
iumediately recognized in the tooks of the stran- 


him: he raised himself upon hs horse, told them of | gerhis beloved Aurelia, who had long witnessed bis 


his loss, of the murder that had been committed, 


constancy and devotion, Francis was sensibly af- 


and asked them if they would follow him to ** victo- | fected at the event, and presented him with a rich 


ry or death.” 
will conquer or we will die.” 


The answer was unanimous, ** We! mar.iage portion. ’ It is not now a days that men bee 


come dumb for love, though many keep their silence 


The parties were soon in sight of each other,and/| for interest. There are few Bauregards io the pres- 


rushed together ; the captains met 
tobe a paise among the soldiers, while their lead- 
ers fought. Justice appeared to nerve the arm of 
Caleh, for saon his foe lay senseless upon the field ; 
his sword told that the murderer wae slain, for it 
was Crimsoned with his blood. fie turned from the 
field, leaving his soldiers to purtue bis victory, and 
returned « the house, 


When the funeral procession was formed, he fol- | 
lowed as a mourners to the grave ; the bloody sword | 


was buried by the side of the c.ffiu, and when the 
people retuined to their homes. hi linzered behiod 
He would wander tothe grave, day afier div. 
tell to the passing strawzer the true love of Valdis 

Grief iike his could not last long ; and the ban 
painful tribute was paid, by conducting him to ti 


7 


l have since wandered the church yard, while the 


breast, for he had determined that Caleb «nd Ma-|f8e8 wee yettlooming aronnd the twining ivy was 
tilda should never be merried, and on'v waited for .n| Voted together aver the spat where they reposed, 
opprrtanity to put bis wicked determination into | *% ifto unite iu the grave those whom death had 


execution. 
The morning : revious tothe one appoimied f.¢ the 
marriage, Cilehaud his ev were cailed away or an 


Chat opportunity soon pr. seuted etself, Seperated op earth 


EGBERT. 


—nee 
SJealosuy.-—Of ali the passions jealousy exacts the 


expeditivu against their euemies that occupied the | hardest service, and pays the bitterest wages. 





2.3} 


There seemed | ent age. 


ated 


STINGO’S SPEECH. 


The following Parodies on Brutus’ and Mark Anthe- 
ny’s Speeches to the Romans, fron tne Portland 
Vreath, cannot failof being interestmg to our 
readers, 

Topers, drunkards and .swaggerers! hear me for 
your own eakes, and lay aside your tankards that 
you may hear; believe me for your welfare, and have 
respect to your welfare, that you may believe : cen- 
‘uve me in your sober moments, and be sober, that 
vou may the better judge. If there be any around 
this table, any dear lover of ardent spirits, to him, 








| I say, that Stingo’s love of ardent spirits wag vo lees 


than bie. If then, that lover demand why Stingo 
rose again-t ardent spirits this is my answer : not that 
I loved ardent spirits less, but that I lov’d health 
and sound constitution more. Had you rather that 
ardent spirits were ruling, and die ail rom—burnt 
knaves, than that ardent spirits were contemned, te 
live stout, hardy, honest yeonren? A+ ardent spirits 
were pleasant I tasted them: as they were exhilara- 


jting, I sipped them, as they recruited my spirits 
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drank them: but as they were ruinous, | spurned 
them. There are tastes for their pleasantness, sips 
for their exhilaration, drams for their recruiting pow- 
er, but banishment and detestation for their ruinous 
tendency. Who is there so brutal as would be a 
drunkard ? Ifany gulp—hickup—reel—for him have 
l offended ? Who is here so foolish as would bea 
swaegerer ? If any, brawl—for him have I offended. 
Who is here so mad that will not mind his health? 
If anv, let fever speak his burning rage—for him 
have | offended. J pxuse for areply. None! then 
none have | offended. I have done no more to ar- 
dent spirits, than you should do to Stingo. ‘The act 
of their banishment ts»recorded on the private pages 
a Stingo’s journal; their usefulaess not extenuated, 
wherein they were wortliy: nor the injurious ten- 
dency enforced for which they were banished. 

Here comes the deuler of ardent spirits, mourning 
over a broken junk bottle, who though he had no 
hand in its destruction, shall reap advantage from 
the loss—a piece of silver and its stead: in which 
of you will not ? With this I depart, that as I ban- 
ished ardent spirits for the good of my patients. have 
reserved the same punishment for myself, whenever 
it shall please you to inflict it. MONTROSE, 


wan —- 


THE DEALER’S REPLY TO STINGO. 
1st Toper. Live forever with us, Stingo. 
Qd Toper. Catry him home with shouts and clam- 
ours. 
Slingo. My Friends— 
Ast Toper. Peace! Silence ! Stingo speaks. 
Stingo. My good patients, let me depart alone, 

And for wy sake. stay here with the dealer : 

Do grace to sprrit’s ruin, and grace the speech, 

Tending to spirits glories: which the dealer, 

By our permission is allowed to make. 

] do eutreat you nota man depart, 

Save ! alone, till the dealer have spoken. 

Ist Zoper. Let us stay and hear the Dealer. 

3d Toper. Let him speak, we will hear him. 

2d Toper. Let him go up, and mount that barrel 
there, 
We'll hear him—Noble Dealer go, mount up. 
Dealer, For Stingo’s sake, 1 am beholden to you. 
4th Toper. What does he say of Stingo? 
3d Toper. He says for Stingo’s sake he is beholden 
to us, 

4th Toper. ’T were best he spake no harm of Stingo. 

1st Toper. Ardent spirits are ruinous. 

3d Toper. Nay, that’s certain. List! he begins to 
speak, 

Dealer. ‘Topers, drunkards and customers! lend 
me your ears. 

} come to defend spirits, not to drink them, 

The harm that spirits do, is blazoned all, 

The good is seldom, or ne’er spoken of: 

So let it be with spirits ! The noble Stingo 

Hath told you that spirits were ruinous : 

If so they were a grievous nuisance, 

And grievously have spirits answer d it. 

Hiere under leave of Stingo and the rest, 

(For Stingo is an honorable man) 

Come I to speak in ardent spirits cause. 

‘hey were indeed, my means of sustenance : 

By selling them, I daily earned my bread, 

But Stingo says they were most ruinous, 

And Stingo is an honorable man. 

They have cured many men of divers sickness, 

Whose healths were truly precious in their eyes 

Did this in spirits seem so ruinous ? 

When all topers cry’d spirits are good : 

Sure ruin should be made of baser stuff: 

Yet Stingo says they are most ruinous: 

And Stingo is an honourable man. 

You all did see that on a public day, 

I thrice drank offa plentiful goblet 

Which did thrice recruit me: Was this ruinous ? 

Yet Stingo says they are most ruinous: 

And he is au honorable man, 

i speak not to disprove what Stingo spoke, 

But here am I tostate what! do know. 

You all did drink them once, not without relish— 

What cause withholds you vow te speak for them ? 

O, relish, thou art fled to brutish beasts, 

\nd topers al! have lost their tongues! Bear with me: 

“ly lips this bottle press, which once held rum, 

And! must pause till they be disengaged. 
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1st Toper. Methinks tiere is mach spirit in his 
speech. 
3d Toper: If we consider the matter rightly, 
Spirits are calamniated. 
4th Toper. Heard you his words ? he was recruitsd 
Therefore they are not ruinous: now 
Mark him, he begins to speak. 
3d Toper. Poor soul ! his lips are parched for wani 
of drink. 
Dealer. But yesterday, this bottle might indeed 
Have brought a dollar, now it is broken, 
And really it is not worth a cent. 
O topers! If 1 were disposed to excite 
You all to vile outrage and rebellion, 
I should do Stingo wrong, and others wrong, 
Whom you do know are honorable men : 
I will do them no wrong: I rather choose 
To wrong spirits, to wrong myself and you, 
Than I will wrong such honorable men. 
But here’s a bottle with the seal of Stingo : 
I found it in his closet: ’tis his drink, 
But let his patients havea drop of this, 
( Which pardon me, I do not mean they shall) 
And they would even on their bellies creep, 
And sup the spirits spilt upon the floor, 
Not sparing one poor drop for medicine ! 
And dying, as their latest wish, beg still 
For more, bequeathing the same appetite 
Unto their issue. MONTROSE. 


COMMUNIOATION®. 


FOR THE WEEKLY MAGAZINE. 


LIFE AND DEATH OF A PAIR OF STAYS. 


I was horn of an industrious, pains taking milli- 
ner in Marlboro’-Street, and came into the world, 
as it were, ‘full grown,’ a circumstance, which 
filled the Medical College with amazement and dis- 
may. I was considered a prodigy, and attracted 
the attention of the first families in the city, who 
came to take a peep at me, before I was shown as 
a publick curiosity. They bad many consultations 
and knetty debates concerning the end for which I 
was designed, and started a momentous question, 


which had well nigh set them all together by the | 


ears. The question was this—to what gender did I 
belong. 
because! was so sturdy,so fullof bones and sinews 


and had a grasp like Hercules himself. The other | 
party maintained that I was feminine, because I pos- | 


sessed such a touching sympathy forthe ladies, elasp- 
ing them involuntarily 


sufferable in the other sex. And a third party was 
of opinion that I was neuter, hecause | had heard 
both sides of the argument, and seemed to have no 
opinion of my own. The question, however, was 
finally disposed of, much in the same manner. that 
questions of equal magnitude are settled in, what are 
prope:ly called deliberative bodies—viz. by leaving 
it just where they found it. Before [ was a month 
old, asmy unnatural mother seemed very much in- 
clined todisown me, alady of fortune took a strange 
liking to me, and I was bound to her for life. 
indentures were drawn up in the shape of 
sale, and I took leave of the place of my nativity 
without a sigh. I was soon initiated into the mys- 
teries of my occupation, which was nothing less than 
to be a body guard to her ladyship. 

By accommodating myself to all her caprices I 
soon en(wimed myself around her heart, and became 
so necessary to her happiness tha! she always kept 
me about her during the day, and at night, I was 
forced to stand centry in her chamber, perched on 
an old chest which stood near her bed. I was pecu- 
liarly well fitted for this duty, as I had almost-as 
many eyes, as old Argus himself. In the morning I 
was called again toembrace her, and made to re- 
peat again my vows of allegiance, and swore to de- 
fend her tillthe last bone in my skin was broken. 
Matters went on for a considerable time, and I be- 
came almost worn out with watching and close ap- 
pleation. I sawthat 1 was wasting away, and after 
pressing her very hard for a short respite, | obtained 
a furlough for three days. The parting, now, was 
very affecting to my mistress, but I slipped off as 


One party contended thot | was masculine, | 


in my arms, in a manner, | 
which would certainly be highly indecorous and in- 


The | 
a bill of: 


gaily asa young soldier, and went to pay a visit to 
one of my relations, whohad beenstrangely brought 
to light (‘‘ scarcely half made up,”) by a neighbor- 
ing millener. At the expiration of my furlough I 
returned again to my duty. Were I disposed 1 
could disclose many important events, which fell 
under my eye duting my campaign, but if my mis- 
tress had any failings, | will net trumpet them, for 
1 was her confidant, and was allowed a place nearer 
her heart than any one else. One fact, however, I 
will reveal for the comfort of Mr, Laceup, one 
among the many of heradmirers. He may urge his 
suit with a fair prospect of success, for I have often 
observed on his coming into the presence of my mis- 
tress, it was with great difficulty that I could keep 
her heart in its proper place. At last I began to 
grow delinquent in my duty, and my mistress for this 
reason, (or perhups some other) cast me away, and 
I soon died of neglect and chagrin. And.now, after 
giving you a short account of my busy life, all I ask 
in conclusion, is the privilege of writing my own 
epitaph, 
EPITAPH. 

Come all ye tight lac’d throng and gaze 

Upon a Worn out pair of stays,— 

My days of usefulness are past, 

And all my eyes are out at last. 


Sever’d are al] those tender ties 

Which fill’d yourhearts with strange surprize, 
And no one chaunts in piteous tones, 

A requiem o’er my wasling bones. 


To women, all my strength I gave, 

But they prov’d cruel as the grave ; 
For when my youthful days were over, 
They changed me for a warmer lover. 


Of life, and hope, and joy bereft, 
I’ve still one consolation left ; 
My kindred will have more success, 
Aad live to kill their mistresses. 
CORSET. 


TRAN 
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DISEASES AND MEDICINES. 


When one considers the alarming catalogue of dis- 
orders to which the human system is constantly liable, 
the variety and complication of the causes of dis- 
ease, aud thedelicate structure of the organs, upon 
the correct movement of which our health and life 
depends, we ought rather to wonder that health isa 
blessing so commonly enjoyed, and that life is so fre- 
quently protracted to advanced age, than that dis- 
order is frequent, and death inevitable. On the other 
hand, when we read in papers every day published, 
the wonderful, sure and certain cures, for every spe- 
cies of malady by which our frail carcases may be 
| infested, we might be led to wonder that avy one 
‘is so silly as to be sick for twenty four hours togeth- 
/er, and astonished at the folly of those, who, in 
spite of the whole magazine of remedies constantly 
at hand, and easily and cheaply tobe obtained, will 
die ! | remember to have been told by a medical 
friend some years ago,of a medical oil, called, if I 
remember right, oil of Haarlem ; the paper wrapt 

round each bottle, assured the purchaser ofa certain 
|and speedy cure for rheumatism, gout, consumption, 
\fevers of all kinds, agues, cholics, &c. &c. &c. 
| After enumerating a great variety of diseases, it 
|gravely added, ‘tard if there is any other disorder 
| which I have not mentioned, it is good for that also. 

Since that, a great variety of remedies have been 
found out, still more potent, and which, like the 
celebrated pills in the mountebanks song, 

** Cure all ills, past, present and to come.” 
Periodical.writers, from the Spectator down to the 
present time, have occasionally noticed these won- 
derful discoveries In the science of medicine ; and 
the Adventurer, I recollect, has two able papers up- 
on this interesting subject. About sixty or seventy 
years since, tar-water was considered a certain spe- 
cific for varions disorders. It had its day of celebri- 
ty, but has long since retired to the tomb of the 
Capulets. Since that time Time Water, Balm of 
Gilead, and various other nostrums have had their 
day,and are forgotten. 
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The ancientalchymists, the fathers of the present 
chemical science, labored hard to extracta univer- 
sal medicine from gols. They failed of discovering 
the aurum potabile, but their attempts after this im- 
aginary calixir, led to many usefal and importan: 
discoveries. Whoever considers the wonderful vari- 
eties inthe human constitution, and the complica 
tions of catises from which diseases seemingly simi- 
ler may arise, and that in many cases, even the 
most learned and skilful professor of the medical 
science, can only conjecture them, and try experi- 
ments, will not easily allow himself to expect, thai 
the discovery of an universal medicine, is ever like- 
ly to be achieved. Afterall, I am not disposed to 
deny, that in some cases, these nostrums, so cur- 
rent among us, may de good ; either by really affec 
ting the material system, or by acting upon the im- 
agination, and if acure is really effected, or even 
the mere distressing circumstances of the disorder 
are alleviated, a valuable result js obtained. But 
of all the wonderful cures effected by nostrums, the 
case of Hansblower is the most remarkable, as it is 
thus stated by himself. 

I was porn in de Shjarmony, in de same places as 
Klopstock de poet is porn, who was bury toder day, 
and who was hear his Owp verses sing at his own 
funeral. You not dont make such poet as all dat in 
dis country. I am py trade a blacksmit, and is vat 
makes de millstones. Vell—I was marry when I 
was twenty four years old, and I yas five feet four 
inches high, and as pig as all dat pesides, and mine 
vife was pigger as much asme One day wine wife 
call to me Hans Hornplower, Hans Hornplower, 
Hans Hornplower, all so quick as dat, andl was 
turn round to see yvhat vas aii my wife; for you 
must know mine vife and! vas have yun little son 
vat vas named Shosef, andde little con vas have de 
worms all so pad, and I vas afraid dat mine little son 
Shosef was eat up de worms—no, dat is not i! neith 
er. I vasafraid de worm was eat up Shosef—and | 
vas have in mine hands de great millstone, look you, 
so pig, and in mine hurry to see vat as ail of Sho- 
sef, | iets him fall outof mine hand and jams off both 
my two feets, first one foot, and den de toder; and 
mine vife say, now Haus Hornsplower, you got no 
feets to stand upon : and wine vife pot know vat to 
do about dat, for though she could knit de berry 
goot stocking, she not could make de feets'o put in 
him, and mine wife say | will give some of de powder 
vat vas make our little sonhave the worms. So I take 
down one pox of de powder, and soon | have two 
pair of new feets, all as petter as de old ones 38 any 
ting. What you laugh at bim, he is as goot as your 
feets any time to-morrow, to day,and yesterday pe- 
sides. O,vat you no,believe—ah, dat is toder thing. 
Go you, ax mine wife all apout it, and moroever, 


a a a 


‘take yourself one pox of de worm powder, for fear 


you have your iwo feetsjam off, some day or toder 
in de course of your life. 


——— ei bee 


Slander.—Aeainst slander there is no ‘) 


fence. Hell cannot boast so foul a fiend, nor | 
man deplore so foula foe. It is with a word, 
with a nod—with a look—with a smile. It is 
the pestilence walking in darkness, spreading 
contagion far and wide which the most wary 
traveller cannot avoid. It is the heart-search- 
ing dagger of the assassin. It js the poisoned | 
arrow whose sting is incurable ; It is the mor- 
al sting of the deadly adder. Murder its em- | 
ployment—innocence its prey—and ruin its | 
sport. | 
Advice to young ladies.—A decent country 
womancame one market day and begged to} 
speak with me. Shetold me with an air of 
secrecy, that her husband behayed unkindly to 
her, and sought the company of other women ; 
and that knowing me to be a wise man, | could 
tell what would cure him. The cure was so 
common, | thought to prescribe for it without 
‘ The 
s Always treat your 
The woman thanked 


losing my reputation as a conjuror. 
remedy is simple,’ said I. 
husband with q smile. 
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me, dropped a courtesy, an! went away. 
few months after, she came. again, bringing a 
couple of fine fowls. She told me with great 
satisfaction, that | had cured her husband ; and 
begged my acceptance of the fowls in return. 
! was pleased with the success of my prescrip- 
tion but refused the fee.” 





Acertain senator had indulged a habit of 
shaking his head when any one. was speaking 
in opposition to his sentiments. ‘ Never mind 
it, (says the speaker,) though he shakes it, 
there is nothing in it.’ 

One cold winter’s night an honest Hibernian 
having remained out rather late with a drink- 
ing party, could not get admittance to his 
lodgings. After wandering about some time, 
without seeing any person, and being nearly 
frozen, he set up a loud cry of * fire! fire ! fire! 
Many persons soon rushed out of their houses, 
demanding ‘ where ? where 7? By Saint Patrick, 
(replied Paddy,) I cannot tell, if I couid, I'd 
be quick after getting to it,so | would faith. 
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THANKSGIVING HYMN. 
With humble hearts and holy fear, 
We raise our joyful songs, 
To Him, whose goodness crowas the year, 
To Him, all praise belongs. 


For all the blessings of the fields, 
And blessings of the fold; 

For all the treasures ocean yields, 
Aod beauties we behold. 


For health these blessings to enjoy, 
For Liberty and Peace ; 

For commerce with her rich employ, 
For national increase. 


And while we sing with grateful hearts, 
May we remember still, 

That God the highest bliss imparts, 
To those who do his will. 


Cane 


THEATRICAL. 


Mr. Pevsy. 

This gentleman has again visited Boston, 
with the intention of re-appearing before an 
audience composed of his old friends. ‘There 
is no person within the compass of our recol- 
lection, who has advanced with such rapid 
strides towards perfection in the dramatic art. 
as Mr. Pelby. ‘This improvement is owing to 
the most laudable ambition to excel in his pro- 
fession, and an almost unexampled degree of 
perseverance and industry evinced on his part, 
for the attainment of the desired end. With- 
in the period we have known Mr. Pelby as a 
public character, the newspapers of the day 
have teemed with complaints of the neglect of 
different performers in committing correctly to 
memory, the text of the author,—but no such 
complaint was ever whispered against him. 
That industry in. his. professional pursuits 
which has ever distinguished this gentleman, 





is in itself a virtue, eminently deserving of 


public patronage, even if he possessed no 
other merit. 

But Mr. P. is possessed of many other supe- 
rior qualifications for the stage. Graceful in 
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A} his attitudes and -judicious in gesticulation, he 


can never fail to interest an audience, qualified 
te appreciate his powers. Why then we ask 
is there any opposition on the part of the Man- 
agers, to the appearance of Mr. Pelby on the 
Boston boards? Is it the fault of being an 
American born, that debars from him the privi- 
lege of sharing in the patronage of his country- 
men ? Provided an audience of our fellow citi- 
zens. demand an engagement for Mr. Pelby, 
we conceive the managers are bound to ac- 
quiesee. It is the American people who support 
the theatre, and this being the case, the people 
have an undoubted right to see and applaud who 
they please, and we trust this right will never 
be relinquished. Vo, never ! 


We agree with a writer in the Palladium 
of yesterday, that our Theatre ought to be 
closed on Thanksgiving evening. This wri- 
ter very justly remarks that the Boston Com- 
pany, being mostly composed of foreigners, re- 
spect the usages of the Church of England, so 
far as to refrainfrom performing during Christ- 
mas week, while no respect is paid to that day 
on which the people of New-England, offer 
their homage for blessings received during the 
year. We hope that for the future, the thea- 
tre may be closed by erder of the proper au- 
thorities on’ that evening, which is rendered 
sacred by the usages of our forefathers. 

FINE ARTS. 


CAIN CONTEMPLATING THE DEATH OF ABEL: 


This masterly production of the celebrated’ 
David has never been excelled, to say the 
ieast, by any painting hitherto exhibited in this 
city. ‘The delineation of the muscles in the 
person of Cain, exhibits the perfect knowledge 
of this painter in the science of external anato- 
my, without which no historical painter can 
ever become more eminent. The fixed and 
withering look of the vindictive Cain, is so 
beautifully contrasted by the innocent counte- 
nances of his children, and the delicate beauty 
of his wife, that the beholder leaves the pic- 
ture with a mixed feeling of awe and. admira- 
tion. Awein beholding the terrible author of 
the first murder in his brooding wrath, and ad- 
miration of his interesting partner and lovely 
children. 











senplpimginns 

We have seena full length figure of La 
Fayette, and another of the Queen of the 
Sandwich Islands, which have just been added 
to the Columbian Museum, The continued 
assiduity of Mr. Doyle in proyiding»every nov- 
elty calculated to amuse and jaterest the public, 
merits a more solid reward than our encomi- 
ums, and we hope he will meet with it, during 
the ensuing Thanksgiving week. 
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 MEARIED, 


In this city, Mr. Joseph Lewis ts Miss. ‘Sylvia 
jrown. Mr. Daniel Jewett to Mrs. Hannah Manne 
Mr. Robert Farley to Miss Francis C, Prince, 

At Richmond, U. C. the Rev. John Bryoe, Rector 
of that place, aged 84 to Miss Ann, daughter of Mr. 
Eyoeuf, late Sehoolmaster of Richmond, in the 12th 


p ? 


year of her age !- 


ee 

DIED, 

In this city, Mr. Chades Brown, aged 28... Mr. 
Jas. Lyons,aged 26. Miss Sarah Harsington, aged 
20. Mr. James Linsey, aged 25)" Me. Samuel, 
Bright, aged 36, Mrs, Sophronia Ralis, aged 22.8 
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FOR THE WEEKLY MAGAZINE. 


WRITTEN WHILE VIEWING THE MOON, 
Ocr. 10th, 1824. 
Glide on fair Moon! theu empress of the night, 
Gilding each scenery with empyrean light, 
Majestic moving, with unobstructed course, 
[mn Heaven’s blue arch, where planets have there 
course. 
Tho’ now and then a roving cloud appears, 
Still thou, regardless, hast no boding fears ; 
For as the rock rears high its sea-beat head, 
Firm and regardless of the wavesthat sped, 
Pouring their idle foaming fierce around, 
Where the wild dash is heard, and billows bound ; 
That rock will stand unmov'd, remain as fast, 
As if the billows had withheld their biast. 
So thou mild Luna, keep’st thy steady way, 
As if no cioud could dark thy dazzling ray ; 
Yet—airy phantoms sometimes may be seen, 
Dimming a little thy refulgent mein ; 
But when they've past, thy Heaven-benignant face, 
Shines with redoubled splendour and with grace. 
Ob ! lovely orb; no intervenivg storm, 
Can e’er have power-to touch thy beauteous form; 
Thy beams so cheering, and enchanting too, 
Diffuse arouod a tranquilizing hue, 
Throughout the night, with sucb transcendant power, 
Thou mov'st on high, till mornoing’s dawaing hour. 
So when bright Sol majestic doth arise, 
Eclipsing a}! around him in the skies, 
Thou from his presence, silent, moves away, 
aad leaves him monarch of the coming day. 
CHARLOTTE, 


From the N. Y. Mirrer. 
EDWIN DELISLE.—By 8. Woopworts. 


The battle was ended whose direful commotion 
Gave tyrants the victims unclaimed by the wave, 
And the last ray of Phoebus illumined the ocean, 
As it shot o’er the land of tte ill-iated brave. 
The western breeze waited the ship o’er the main, 
Far, far from theit-country and Liberty's smile : 
Each captive enshackled with tyranny’s chain, 
The noblest of whom was young Edwin Delisle. 


Apart from his comrades, his manly breast bleeding 
With anguish too piercing for nature to bear, 

Distracted he view'd his dear country receding, 
And bade it adieu in a tone of despair. 

* © region of happiness, freedem, and pesce! 
Columbia, adieu! avt for Edwie you »mile, 

Fer soon with his sorrows existence must cease, 
For rent is the heart oi poor Edwin Deiisie ! 


“ Eliza, my angel! fate dooms us to sever, 
Tho’ brought to the climate that fosters thy charms; 
Ig sight of my country, | lose it for ever, 
Ip view of my love fam torn from ber arms! 
Three times have the seasons their circles tulfill’d, 
Since Edwin was blessed with affection’s sweet 
emile, 
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Since press’d to hie bosom Eliga he held, _ 
As she sigh’d a farewell to her Edwin Delisle. 


‘‘ Three years shall restore me, 1 cried. as we patted, 

The tetm has expired, and my eye caught the 
shore : . 

Hope flatter’d, then left to despair, breken-hearted, 
The wretch for whom freedom and joy are no 

more. 

The shadows of eve shroud thy land from my view, 
Butah! there's another where joys ever smile ! 

God of mercy, forgive me !—Eliza, adieu  — 

He plunged—and the wave cover’d Edwin Delisle. 
—_— 
MONTGOMERY. 

We should feel some difficulty, says the New Edin- 
burgh Review, in pointing out any -onnet in the 
English language possessed of so much real power 
and sublimity as the following one by Montgomery, 
on ** The Crucifixion,” imitated from the Italian 
of Crescimbini : 

I asked the heavens ;—‘ What foe te God hath done 

This unexampled deed ?}—The heavens exclaim, 

**T was man / and we in horror snatch’d the sun 

From such a spectacle of guilt and shame.’ 

I ask’d the sea :—the sea in fury boil'd, 


And answered with his voice of storms—‘ ’Twas 
Man ! 

My waves in panic at his crime recoiled, 

Diselos’d the abyss, and from the centre ran.’ 

1 ask’d the earth: —the Earth replied aghast, 

‘*Twas Man ! and such strange pangs my bosom 
rent, 

That still I groan and, shudder at the past. 

To Man, gay, smiling thoughtless Man, I went, 

And ask’dhim next: He turn’d a scornful eye, 

Shook his proud head, and deign’d me no reply. 


—sED 10000) ae 
Light Readings. 


Genealogy.— T wo men disputing one day on 
their genealogy, each pretended to be better 
than the other. ‘* You eannot,’ says one, 
‘compare yourselfto me, who am of a thou- 
sand times better house than you.” * You! 
said the other ; * had your father, like mine, 
the first post in the city! * The first post in 
the city !’ replied the other, ‘ was he gover- 
nor? ‘No. ‘Was he judge” ‘No, not 
that.” * What washe then? ¢ Gate keeper,’ 
replied the second, ‘ and is it not the first post 
in the city ?” * Yes,’ said the other,’ but mine 
preceded the first men in the province; he 
went before dukes and peers, and before all 
the marshals of France.’ * By virtue of what 
office ? * By virtue of his post.” * What was 
his post” asked the son of the gate-keeper. 
* He was a postilion; and if my father had tak- 
en Care, we sould have been rich; but he 
wasa fool.’ * True,’ said the other, ‘ and I see 
clearly that his office is hereditary... * My 
father prevented that, added the son of the 
postiilion, * for before he was postiilon, he was 
aman of letters.” * What call you a man of 
letters? was he judge. advocate, or counsellor?’ 
* None of these; he was runner to the post 
office ; call you not that a man of letters 2” This 
the gate-keeper allowed, but contended it did 
not not prove the antiquity of the postillion’s 
fami'y ; whereas he could trace h's further back 
than five hundred years. The postiiiion could 
trace his for more than eight hundred. * That's 


nothing, said the gate-keeper, ‘1 can prove 
my family to have existed before the deluge.’ 
‘ And I mine from Adam,’ answered the pos- 
tillion. * AndI mine before Adam,’ rejoined 
the gate-keeper. ‘ Granted,’ retorted the oth- 
er,‘ the proof is easy: before Adam, there 
were no animals but brutes; and it is clear 
that you are descended from their family.” 


Negro wit.—A short time since, a Gentleman 
driving on the road be.ween Little River and 
this town, was overtaken by a negro boy on a 
mule, who attempted for a long time, without 
success, to make his animal pass his carriage. 
At length the boy exclaimed to his beast, ‘I'll 
bet you one fippenny | make you pass this 
time,’ and, after a short pause, again said, 
‘You bet ?—very well.’ Tie bey repeated 
his blows with renewed vigour, and at last suc- 
ceeded in making him pass ; when the Gentle- 
mar who had overheard the conversation be- 
tween Quaco and his steed, said to him, ‘Well, 
my boy, now you have won, how are you go- 
ing to make the mule pay you?’ ‘ Oh, Sir,’ 
says Quaco, ‘ me make him pay me very well; 
Massa give me one tenpenny for to buy him 
grass, and me only will buy him fippenny 
worth !” 


A gentleman who was very precise in his 
pronunciation, enquiring at a dour for a Mr. 
Owen, said, pray sir does Mr. O. N. live here? 
The man gravely answered N. O. 


NEW SONG BOOK. 


UST PUBLISHED, and for sale at T. M, 

Baxer’s Circulating Library Charlestown, . 
at Auten & Warts’ office, No. 11 Merchants’ 
Hall, and at the various Bookstores in this city, 
the Charms of Melody, or, Siren Medley, be- 
ing acollection of Ancient and Modern Songs, 
some Of which have never before appeared in 
print. The first number contains sixty pages, 
on good paper, with handsome type, and will 
be continued quarterly, if sufficient encourage- 
ment isreceived. Price 25cts. Novy. 20. 


Boston Pocket-Book, and Fancy Mo- 


rocco Work Manufactory. 
Bie am DYER (directly opposite the Old South) 
is constantly manufacturing, and offers for sale, a 
great varicty of 
LADIES’ 


Pocket. Books, Thread Cases, Reticules, Card Cares, 
Miniature and Locket Cases, Back Gammon Boards, 
&c. &c. on the most reasondble terms, for cash or 
credit. March 27. 


MEMOIRS OF LA FAYETTE. 
FEW copies of the Life of LA FAY- 
ETTE for sale at this office. Nov. 13. 


TOM AND JERRY. 
FEW copies of Tom and Jerry, for 
| sale at this office. 
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